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One 


Author's Notes: 
Yes - Eddie porn. Blame Andy. ;) And I'd love to know what you think! 


The five men watched Rod leave the room, all letting out audible sighs of relief as the door closed behind him. 
Davey bounced out of his chair, heading for the small pile of coats and tossing them aside, grabbing the hidden 
beers and handing them around. "Right, now that he's gone time to relax and have a bit of fun!" 

Adrian snorted, rolling his eyes. "Didn't you have enough fun last night?" 


Davey grinned, handing Bruce and Steve a beer before taking his seat next to Adrian. "Never HI No such thing 


as enough." 


"We're not done yet" Steve looked across the table, his eyes narrowed as he studied Bruce. "Still one fing we 


need to ‘ave a chat about." 


Clive shuddered. "That's right. An’ it's a big one." 


‘In more ways than one!" Davey dissolved into laughter, leaning over and butting H's shoulder with his. 
Adrian blinked. "Cor, don't remind me." 


Bruce looked around, a confused expression greeting the laughter of the other four. "What are you talking 
about?" 


Steve leaned forward, staring at him. "Eddie" 

Bruce snorted and rolled his eyes. "Right. That thing you bring out onstage.” 
Davey nearly choked on his beer. " Thing? Don't let him hear you say that Bruce!" 
"Right Davey. He's not real, how could he hear me?" 


Steve leaned back, shaking his head. "Wrong Bruce. Eddie is real. Bludi real. And ‘e doesn't like it when you make 


fun of tim so | would suggest..." 


"Oh right Steve! He's real. Like Father Christmas. And the Tooth Fairy." Bruce rolled his eyes. "Get a fucking 
grip. You may think this is funny but I'm not falling for it" 


Davey shook his head. "Bruce, you don't wanna say that. 

Steve grinned. "You sure about that, Bruce?" 

"No such fucking thing as monsters! Bruce glared at Steve, shoving his chair back from the table. 
Steve shrugged. "Fink wot you want then" 

"Bollocks!" Bruce threw his hands up in the air, heading for the door. "Right, Eddie, real. Get a grip." 


Davey and Adrian looked at each other, eyes wide. “Bruce, really mate, don't..." Davey winced as the door 


slammed. "He's gonna be sorry he said that." 

Adrian grinned. "Really fucking sorry." 

A low, rough voice filled the room. "Indeed he is." The four turned, grinning at the tall figure. 
"So, you gonna show ‘im Ed?" Steve leaned his head back, handing his beer over his shoulder. 


"Wotcha Ed," said Clive 


Eddie smiled, taking the beer and draining it before handing the empty bottle back and crossing his arms over 
his chest. "Don't | always Harry?" 


"You do indeed, Ed. Just don't let Rod find out." 
Eddie waved his hand, dismissing Steve's concern. "Rod. If he gets in my way, I'll just show him too." 


Clive sputtered into his beer - he knew what sort of ‘showing’ Eddie was going to do, and dreaded to think of 
the row if he tried with Rod 


Davey choked, wiping the beer off his chin. "Rod? Really Ed, would you?" 
Eddie grinned. “Course | fuckin’ would." 
Davey laughed. "You're a sick fuck, Ed” 


Eddie snorted. "Please Davey, I've seen some of the things you've entertained. Rod is a god next to some of 


those." 

H dug his elbow into Davey's ribs. "He should have seen the one from last night!" 

Davey groaned. "Why did you let me do that H? We're supposed to be mates.” 

"| did see it," replied Eddie, giving a theatrical shudder as Davey flipped him the bird. Eddie laughed. "In fact | 
thought of chewing his arm off to spare him waking up next to her." Eddie turned and dropped a wink at Steve. 
"But | thought Harry might be upset at a one armed guitarist.” 

Davey flushed as the rest burst into laughter. "Don't be too smug Ed, I've seen some of yours too." 


Eddie nudged Steve. "You're an unbiased judge. Who has better taste?" 


Steve held up his hands. "Oh no, I'm not gonna say a fing. | need Davey to play guitar and | don't need you 


‘anging round me room scaring the wits out of me." 
Eddie did his best to appear innocent. "Now would | do that?" 


A four-part harmony of "Yes!" resounded through the room, sending all five, including the rather frightening 
hulk of undead flesh off into fits of laughter. 


Eddie shook his head. "Well, as much as | would love to spend the evening chatting with you lads, | have an 


unbeliever to convince of my existence. So, until the next time...” 


The four bid Eddie a good night, watching as he slipped through the door. 


Clive eyed Steve. "You should have tried to tell him a bit harder than you did" 
Steve shrugged. "I told ‘im. Wot ‘e believes is up to ‘im.” 
Davey turned the beer bottle nervously. "So you think Eddie will..2" 


‘Oh Eddie will" Adrian tilted his chair back, his eyes unfocused as his mind traveled back to when he joined the 
band. "Believe me, Eddie will" 


Bruce let himself into his flat, the irritation at his new band mates still running high in his blood. "Fucking 
arseholes. And Steve. Eddie is real. Right. And l'm supposed to watch my step because this big ugly monster is 
going to..ah fuck" Bruce threw himself backwards, his heart pounding, the taste of fear thick in his mouth. 
Staggering upright, Bruce tried to slow the racing muscle in his chest by taking several deep breaths. "Fuck!" 
Reaching out, he slammed the door of the closet, hiding the mirror. "Fucking great Dickinson, scared of your 


own reflection” 


Throwing his jacket on a chair, Bruce headed out into the kitchen, looking for something to eat. A quick look 
around showed that unless he was in the mood for crackers and a rather black banana, he was heading right 
back out. Grabbing the discarded coat, he let himself out of the flat, heading down towards the pub for a quick 


pint and a meal. 


Burning eyes followed Bruce as he left the building. "Well little man. From the looks of you | would say this is 
going to be an interesting night." A slow leer spread over the face of the rotting corpse. "A very interesting 


one. 


With a practiced flick of a fingernail, Eddie opened the locked door of the flat and slipped inside to conceal 
himself. 


Several hours - and several pints - later, Bruce turned the key in the lock and stepped inside, stopping and 
sniffing the air. Wrinkling his nose, he flipped on the lights and went to the closet, hanging up his jacket before 
heading off to the loo. "What is that smell?" Shaking his head, Bruce stripped off, readying himself for bed. The 
odor seemed stronger as he passed through the hall to his bedroom, an underlying scent of death and decay, 


such as you would smell in a cemetery. 
"Bloody hell, it doesn’t half stink in here." Bruce slid into bed, pulling the blankets up to his chin and burrowing 
into the pillow. A thought occurred to him as he closed his eyes, making him snort in amusement. "Maybe it's 


Eddie." 


Drifting off, Bruce missed the quiet rattle of laughter from the shadows in the corner of the room. 


Several hours later Bruce sat up in bed, sleep filled eyes seeking out the corners of the room. He had 
heard..something... 


"Hello?" Throwing back the blankets, he eased from the bed, creeping to the door of the bedroom and peering 
out into the hall. "Hello?" 


Nothing. Placing his feet carefully, Bruce crept down the hall and into the front room of the flat. Still nothing. 
Shrugging, Bruce chalked it up to his imagination. He turned and headed back to the bedroom, walking with an 
easy stride into the room and heading for the bed. Another noise behind him made him turn A sharp intake of 


breath, feet scrambling backwards, eyes huge and terror filled, Bruce slammed into the wall. 
A figure moved from the shadows, a sinister smile showing wicked teeth. "Why hello there Bruce. I'm Eddie." 


Bruce shook his head, speaking through tightly clenched teeth. “This is not real, it's a dream. You are not 
fucking reall" 


Eddie laughed. "Oh | assure you Bruce, you are not dreaming. And | am very real. And before the night is over, 
you'll know just how real | am." Stopping in front of the terrified man, Eddie bent over and brought his face 


level with Bruce's. "And little man? Not only will you know I'm real -- you'll be begging me to show you again." 


Bruce felt himself sliding down the wall, only aware of the floor under him when his arse thumped heavily upon 


it. "Look, whoever, whatever you are..." 


Eddie laughed, hunkering down and letting his eyes roam over Bruce. "Who am |? | told you little man. I'm Eddie." 
Reaching out, Eddie flicked back Bruce's hair with a long ragged nail. Bruce shuddered, his eyes rolling 
frantically. "And as for what | am, well, | can be your worst nightmare." The fingernail scratched the skin of 


Bruce's neck, another shudder of fear running through him. "Or, | can be your most perverse fantasy." 


Bruce's legs shot out, kicking Eddie on the stomach and knocking him back onto his arse. Bruce leapt to his feet, 
heading for the door, panic lending wings to his feet. Well, it would have, except after only a stride or two his 


feet were suddenly taken out from under him. 


Landing heavily, Bruce felt the air leave his body in a whoosh of pain. A rattling sound that resembled a laugh 
filled his head, the touch of those fingers on his back making him gag in terror. "No little man. I'm not done 
with you yet." 


Bruce felt himself being lifted from the floor, shock and fear making him lie limp and unresisting in arms that 
were literally nothing but sinews and tendons stretched tightly over bone. Eddie dumped him back on the bed, 
flipping Bruce over onto his back and running his finger down the center of his chest, the jagged edge of his 
nail leaving a thin line of red. "So. Your choice little man. Nightmare? Or fantasy?" 


Bruce slapped the hand away, his eyes flashing as fear was replaced by anger. "Fantasy? Have you looked in 
the mirror lately?" 


Eddie laughed, the sound sending a chill down Bruce's spine. "Fantasies are not always pretty Bruce. In fact, the 
most satisfying are usually quite the ugly ones.’ 


Bruce shook his head, pushing himself up on the bed and scooting backwards. "Not my fantasies, freak" 
Eddie put a hand on his chest. "Freak? Why Bruce, you wound me!" 
Bruce snorted. "Right. Like you have a heart" 


"Oh but | do. And right now it's pumping hard. Want to feel?" Bruce shouted as Eddie grabbed his hand, 
struggling to keep it from being pulled toward the creature. It was no use, the strength was incredible and the 


grip alone was enough to make Bruce let himself be dragged forward. 


Bruce's shout turned to a scream as his hand was placed not onto the creature's chest, but directly onto his 
crotch. Eddie put his knee on the bed, easily holding Bruce's hand in place as the man twisted and moaned, 
trying to pull free of the vise around his wrist. "Bruce, really, settle down before you hurt yourself." Eddie 
crawled the rest of the way up onto the bed, releasing Bruce's hand and laughing as he scrabbled backwards, 
his eyes huge. "Besides, | much prefer to do the hurting myself” 


Bruce would have never considered himself a coward, but this was too much. His voice caught he begged for 
release. "Right, | was wrong. You are real. Unbelievably fucking real. I'll never doubt it again. Please. Just go way 


now. 


Eddie shook his head. "No Bruce. You see, you're a feisty little man. And now I'm wondering just how feisty.” 
Grabbing Bruce around the waist, Eddie easily lifted him and tossed him up onto the pillows. Bruce closed his 


eyes, murmuring scraps of every prayer he could remember as he felt the creature shift around on the bed. 


Rough fingers closed around his cock, making Bruce's eyes fly open. Eddie grinned down at him. "Now. Before 
you try to get away again, | want you to remember something Bruce." Eddie opened his mouth, showing his 
teeth. "I've heard you sing. And | don't think you want your voice any higher right?" Bruce shook his head, cold 
sweat beginning to bead on his skin. "Then | would suggest you lie back and enjoy." 


Bruce tried to sink into the mattress as Eddie lowered his head. His cock was engulfed in the strangest feeling 
mouth - hell strangest feeling anything it had ever been in. Not warm, but not cold either, dry and almost 
dusty, a tongue licking - or was it more like dragging - over the skin Bruce whimpered, twisting his hands in 
the blankets and trying not to move, ever mindful of those teeth so close to a portion of his anatomy he was 


quite fond of. 
Eddie lifted his head, reaching up and holding his hand under Bruce's chin. "Spit" 


"What?" Bruce's eyes were dazed, a combination of shock and terror flitting through them. 


Eddie sighed. "Spit." 


Bruce lifted his head, trying to get his mouth to work up some moisture from his dry throat. Finally able to 
summon a dribble, he spit into the withered palm. Eddie grinned. "Thanks." Smearing it over Bruce's cock, he 
leaned down and took it back in his mouth, his lips sliding much easier along the shaft. 


Bruce's eyes rolled back; never one not to enjoy a good bit of head his mind was trying to grasp the insanity 

of the whole situation even as his cock was happily perking up inside that odd mouth. Every cliché scene from 
every horror movie he had ever seen was running through his brain, yet nowhere in those random files could 
he find a single one where the creature was an expert at sucking a dick. Yet this creature was, in fact was so 


good that his cock was adding its own moisture, precum starting to leak from the tip. 


Eddie lifted his head, smacking his lips. "You taste good Bruce." Bruce weakly lifted a hand. It seemed rude not 
to acknowledge such a heartfelt compliment. Eddie's tongue rasped over his balls, still wet from Bruce's saliva 
and precum. Bruce groaned, so surprised at his reaction that he nearly shot up off the bed. Eddie lifted his 
sac, snaking his tongue under and licking the patch of skin leading back to Bruce's arse. Somewhere in the 
flashes of twisted pleasure, Bruce realized that the tongue that was now teasing his entrance wasn't quite... 


normal. 


"Eddie." Eddie lifted his head, cocking it to the side and staring up at Bruce. "Your tongue is..strange.” Eddie 
frowned - or at least that was the closest Bruce could describe it - then stuck his tongue out. Bruce groaned 


as Eddie twisted and turned the muscle, contorting it into shapes Bruce couldn't even comprehend. 


It's just a tongue Bruce. See?" Bruce arched up off the bed as that same tongue pushed into his arse. Soft 
pants of breath marked each thrust inside him, his legs shaking as he drew them up towards his chest, 
opening himself for the being between his thighs. Bruce's head tossed back and forth, his hair sticking to his 
sweat covered face as Eddie slipped his tongue over his prostate, somehow rippling it over the organ until 


Bruce would have screamed if he could have found the breath. 


Bruce swore as Eddie slid his tongue free, his cock leaking heavily, precum running down over the head and 
dripping onto his stomach. Eddie drew himself up, kneeling between Bruce's thighs. An evil grin creased his face 
as he looked at the shivering man on the bed. "Still think I'm a monster Bruce?" 


Bruce managed a weak "No," even the effort of producing that much sound nearly too much. Eddie laughed, 
that dry rattle sending a shudder down Bruce's spine, no longer of fear but instead a bolt of lust, causing his 


cock to twitch violently. Eddie pulled his shirt over his head, tossing it to the floor. 


"Don't go anywhere!" Eddie climbed off the bed, unfastening his jeans and sliding them off, watching as Bruce 
rolled his head to the side. Bruce's eyes opened wide, a low groan filling the room as he caught sight of the 
rigid flesh between Eddie's legs. 


"You are a monster. That is not normall" Bruce tried to struggle up, falling back with a moan as Eddie jumped 


back onto the bed, putting his hand on Bruce's chest and climbing back between his legs. 


Eddie looked down, wrapping his hand around his cock and stroking it slowly. "Never seen one like this little 
man?" Bruce shook his head, unable to tear his eyes away. 


Just like the rest of him, it was as if Eddie's cock had been mummified, the jutting pole long and thick but 
almost withered in appearance. Eddie moved up Bruce's body, straddling his chest, his hand still moving on the 
shaft. Bruce tried to turn his head, realizing what was about to happen. 


Eddie tut-tutted softly, tangling his hand in Bruce's hair and holding him still, pointing the head of his cock 
toward his mouth. Bruce pleaded with his eyes, afraid to open his mouth. "Bruce. You don't have to, but if you 
don't it's going to be pretty dry when it goes in" Eddie rubbed the tip of his dick over Bruce's lips. "And that's 


going to hurt you a hell of a lot more than it will me!" 


Recognizing the twisted logic to that statement, Bruce took a deep breath and opened his mouth, trying not to 
gag as Eddie slid his cock inside. Eddie moaned, moving his hand off of his shaft and working it deeper as 
Bruce's lips closed around him. 


Bruce felt his stomach heave; the taste was nothing like he had ever experienced, an odd sweetness with a 
hint of something darker. Running his tongue over the tip, he swallowed, trying to fight down the rising tide of 
nausea. Eddie reached back and grasped Bruce's cock, wanking it slowly, the pleasure between his legs making 
his sucking more enthusiastic, his mouth now running rapidly up and down the shaft. Even the taste had 
seemed to improve, whatever was oozing onto his tongue from the tip was like a combination of spices, no 
longer dark and heavy but sweet, making him want more. 


"Bruce, Bruce. Your mouth is indeed multi-talented." Eddie leaned back, popping his cock free. Bruce groaned, 
reaching for it only to find his hand lightly smacked. "No little man" Eddie was suddenly back between Bruce's 
legs. Bruce wasn't sure how he got there, but as the tip of his cock pushed against his hole he found he didn't 


really care. Eddie lifted Bruce's legs, holding them up and moving forward on his knees. 


Bruce whimpered, the sound growing in volume as the wide head pushed against him, spreading the muscle 
around the tip and over the flared head. Eddie chuckled. "Why is it | always forget the lube?" Bruce let out a 
sigh as the head finally slipped past the tight ring, the rest of the shaft following as Eddie leaned forward. 


Eddie moved Bruce's legs down to his waist, grinning as the strong thighs wrapped around him. Bracing his 
hands on either side of Bruce's shoulders, Eddie moved his hips in a circle, drawing a shaky moan from Bruce. 


"Ready for this little man?" 


Bruce bit his lip and nodded. Eddie laughed, this time not a rattle but instead something so filled with evil that 
Bruce felt his balls contract. Pulling back, Eddie held for a moment, suddenly ramming his hips forward and 
burying himself balls deep inside of Bruce, jarring the breath from his lungs, giving him no time to recover but 


pulling back and slamming back inside again, long hard thrusts making Bruce's body lift from the bed. 


Bruce reached up and grabbed Eddie's arms, his head tilted back, a low keen coming from his throat as Eddie 


fucked him hard, Bruce being driven upwards on the bed until the top of his skull was banging off the 
headboard with every thrust. 


Eddie growled, the sound resonating through his body and sending a strange feeling through Bruce's as well, 
almost as if Eddie's cock was vibrating inside his arse, the burning pain of entry now replaced by a fullness and 
stabbing pleasure. Bruce reached between them and wanked his cock hard; trying to match the strokes with 


the wild stabs of Eddie's cock, sweat pouring off his body and soaking the bed. 


Eddie grunted, his face screwed up in concentration as he pounded into Bruce, his cock swelling even more 
inside the writhing body under him. Leaning over, he bent Bruce nearly in half as he flicked his tongue over his 
lips, snarling as Bruce tried to avoid his mouth. Bruce felt his jaw caught in an iron grip as Eddie's mouth 
crashed down on his, that talented tongue forcing its way into his mouth and twisting around his own. 


Eddie felt the whimper of fear, and for some inexplicable reason he softened the brutal kiss; instead of 
ramming his tongue down Bruce's throat he used it to stroke the inside of his mouth, teasing instead of 
taunting. 


Bruce had been prepared for the taste this time, again that heavy sweetness filling his mouth, this time 
accompanied by agile movements of Eddie's tongue as it licked and lapped over his, teasing the roof of his 
mouth and sliding over his teeth. His mind felt as if it would explode, his cock pounding into his hand as Eddie 


continued to ride him hard, every nerve in his body feeling raw with pleasure. 


Eddie reared back, howling loudly as his cock gave a massive throb inside Bruce, thick fluid pouring from the 
tip as he came. Bruce's eyes rolled back in his head, his vision flaring white and then fading to black as he 
passed out, his cock jerking as his balls emptied between them. 


Eddie ground himself hard against the limp body under him, finally dropping onto Bruce and laying there for a 
moment to gather his wits. Sitting back, he grinned as inch by inch his cock pulled free of the tight grip of 
Bruce's arse, the head making an obscene pop as it slipped from his hole. 

Bruce's eyes fluttered, slowly he returned to the world of the living, shuddering as he felt Eddie's rough 
tongue licking his stomach and chest. He tried to lift his head, moaning quietly and shaking, raising his hand and 
weakly patting the rough spikes of hair on the creature's head. 

Eddie gave another one of those dry chuckles, lapping the last of Bruce's seed from his body. "You do taste 
good, little man." Climbing off Bruce, he sat cross-legged on the bed, staring down at the sated chocolate eyes 
regarding him. "I thought | killed you." 

Bruce laughed weakly. "I think you did” 


Eddie snorted. "Hope not, cause | plan on doing that again" 


Bruce groaned. "No, really Eddie, you will kill me." 


Eddie tweaked Bruce's nipple, grinning at the hiss of pleasure. "Humans." 

Bruce forced his eyes open "Mon.er..what the bloody hell are you anyway?" 

Eddie pondered the question, turning around and lifting Bruce into his arms and stretching out on the bed. 
Bruce sighed, letting himself sink bonelessly against him. Jagged nails toyed with his hair as he felt himself 
drifting off. 

"What am | Bruce?" Eddie grinned, listening to the soft snore. "As | said, | am your worst nightmare or your 


most perverted fantasy. Which you choose me to be is up to you.” Eddie sighed, settling himself in for the 


night. Humans did need their sleep, and this one certainly would in order to be ready for the next round. 


Steve looked up, frowning as he watched Bruce come through the door. Every step brought a wince, his feet 


barely lifted from the floor; in fact it was more of a shuffle than a walk. 
"Wot ‘appened to you?" 


Steve moved toward Bruce, taking his arm and helping him to the couch. Bruce shook his head, pushing Steve 


away. "God no mate, | do not want to sit..." 
Steve's brows drew together. "Bruce, wot ‘appened?" 
Bruce's eyes were a mix of emotions. "He's real Steve. He's really real." 


Steve threw back his head, his laughter ringing through the room. "Eddie! Bludi ‘ell! It really isn't necessary for 
you to shag ev'ry bloke ‘oo joins the band!" 


Eddie stepped out of the shadows, blowing Bruce a grotesque version of a kiss. "Says who Harris?" 


"For fuck's sake Ed, one of these days you're gonna really ‘urt someone." Steve rolled his eyes, turning back to 


Bruce. "You fink you're alright mate?" 


Bruce nodded, a hint of a smile creeping over his face. "I'll live. But Steve? | know we've got a lot of work to do 


before we head off to do the album, but do you think | could take the weekend off?" 
Steve frowned, studying Bruce's face. "I fink so, somefink up?" 
Bruce's face flushed with color. "Yeah, | have plans with someone." 


Steve grinned, slapping Bruce on the back. "Got a bird you taking off wif?" 


Bruce's flush darkened as a dry rattle came from the other side of the room. "Not exactly." 


Steve's eyes nearly popped from his head. "No bludi way. You?" He swung around, looking at the tall corpse. 


"And you?" 
Eddie shrugged. "What can | tell you Harry, they don't call me Eddie the ‘Ead for nothing.’ 


Steve groaned, throwing his hands up in the air. "| don't wanna know! Fucking perverts." Still muttering to 


himself, Steve left the room. 
Eddie grinned at Bruce, dropping one dry lid in a wink "See you later then?" 


Bruce grinned back, carefully easing himself down onto the couch. "Right mate." He watched the creature 


vanish into the shadows as Rod entered the room. 
"So Bruce! Not regretting your decision are you?" 


Bruce snickered, wincing a little as he shifted in his seat. "Not a bit Rod, somehow | think joining Maiden has 


opened up a whole new world for me." 


Beast On The Road tour, somewhere in Europe... 

Bruce waved to the crowd, his body singing with adrenaline. "Good night from Eddie and the boys!" 

The band took their bows, waving and tossing objects into the screaming crowd before jogging offstage. Bruce 
nodded at people as he dashed by, ignoring the hoots and catcalls from the rest of the band. Giving a quick look 


around, he ducked inside a small closet. 


Swearing, Bruce stumbled in the dark, nearly falling until strong hands caught him. A dry rattle filled the space. 


"A little anxious Bruce?" 


Bruce laughed, inhaling the smell of spices from the other occupant of the room. "Shut up and fuck me you 


freak." 
Eddie snorted. "l really wish you would find another pet name for me, little man" 


Bruce grinned, his hands busy unfastening the tattered jeans Eddie wore. "Right, as soon as you stop calling me 
little." 


Eddie snorted again as he lifted Bruce up, groaning as strong legs wrapped around his waist. "Humans..." 


